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"  She  hath  do7ie  what  she  couldy 

S.  Mark,  xiv.  8. 

The  words  are  our  Saviour's.  They  refer 
to  that  incident  of  the  last  days  of  His  life, 
which  is  told  in  the  passage  of  the  Gospel 
just  now  read  as  our  second  Lesson.  There 
we  learn  of  Mary's  costly  offering,  and  the 
indignant  complaint  of  those  who  witnessed 
it,  While  they  murmured  at  such  waste  and 
extravagance,  forgetful  of  the  love  which 
prompted  the  act ;  Jesus,  looking  into  her 
heart,  and  reading  there  her  strong  attach- 
ment for  Him,  has  no  other  word  but  that  of 
commendation ;  and  such   commendation   as 


has  never  been  bestowed  on  any  other  of  our 
race.  **  She  hath  wrought  a  good  work  on 
Me.  She  hath  done  what  she  could.  She 
has  come  aforehand  to  anoint  my  body  for 
the  burying.  Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  where- 
soever this  Gospel  shall  be  preached  through- 
out the  whole  world,  this  also  that  she  hath 
done,  shall  be  spoken  of  for  a  memorial  of 
her." 

According  to  our  Lord's  promise,  the 
memory  of  that  simple  act  has  never  died. 
It  never  will,  while  the  Gospel  itself  shall 
last.  Mary's  offering,  without  her  intention, 
with  no  prevision  on  her  part  of  its  conse- 
quences, has  become  Mary's  monument 
through  all  the  ages.  It  stands  alone  in 
beauty  and  in  grandeur ;  imitable,  but  with 
a  single  exception,  unexcelled,  perhaps  un- 
equalled. I  doubt  if  any  devotion  of  dying 
martyr,  any  self-sacrifice  of  Evangelist  or 
Apostle,  ever  surpassed  in  intensity  and  ardor, 
the  love  that  burned  in   that  woman's  heart, 


It  was  that  the  Saviour  appreciated  and 
praised — the  heart  wholly  His  own.  That 
made  the  value  of  the  offering.  Far  costlier 
gifts  have  been  made,  and  are  now  made,  and 
are  doubtless  accepted  and  rewarded,  not  ac- 
cording to  their  pecuniary  worth,  but  accord- 
ing to  the  measure  of  love  which  prompted 
them. 

This  solitary  memorial  thus  pledged  by  our 
Lord,  and  fulfilled  through  all  generations, 
seems  to  imply  the  greatest  possible  love  of 
any  human  heart ;  if  there  can  be  any  im- 
aginable exception^  it  would  only  be  that  to 
which  I  have  already  alluded ;  the  mother- 
love  of  that  other,  more  blessed  Mary,  for  her 
Divine  Son. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  the  external  gift  here 
was  only  the  symbol  of  a  far  more  precious 
gift  already  given,  a  far  more  precious  self- 
consecration.  It  was  this  for  which  this  last- 
ing memorial  of  her  was  granted;  and  it  seems, 
as  we  view  it,  to  bear  a  double  inscription;  for 
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her :  **  She  hath  done  what  she  could ;"  for 
us:  ''Go,  do  thou  likewise."  Do  thou,  In 
thy  lesser  measure,  and  with  thy  feebler 
powers,  what  thou  canst.  Consecrate  what 
thou  hast,  and  all  that  thou  hast  of  heart  and 
life  to  His  service,  whose  grace  gives  thee 
ability,  and  whose  Providence  opportunity  to 
"do"  for  Him;  and  be  assured  that  the 
memorial  of  thy  work,  greater  or  smaller, 
shall  certainly  be  on  high,  and  possibly  also 
here  on  earth,  with  a  few  sympathetic  souls, 
who  may  offer  their  tribute  to  thy  worth, 
humble  and  inadequate  it  may  be,  as  that  we 
render  to-day. 

Self-consecration  to  God.  There  is  no 
purer,  higher,  nobler  aim.  The  pathway  of 
ambition,  the  achievements  of  honor,  the 
luxuries  of  wealth,  the  fascinations  of  pleasure, 
beside  it  are  ignoble  and  insignificant.  They 
are  all  of  the  earth,  earthy.  This  is  a  heaven- 
ly aspiration.  This  is  an  attempt  at  the  iml- 
tc^tlon  of  Him  whose  meat  and  drink   was  Xq 


do  His  Father's  will.  But  pure  and  high  and 
noble  as  it  is,  prominent  and  well-marked  in- 
stances of  it  are  all  too  rare.  Instead  of 
being,  as  they  should  be,  the  ordinary,  nor- 
mal development  of  the  Christian  life;  they  are 
phenomenal.  We  stop  a  moment  to  gaze, 
perhaps  to  admire,  and  then  pass  on,  self- 
absorbed.  Yet  we  Christian  people  ought 
to  know,  from  deepest  insight  and  experience, 
personal  and  constant,  what  this  consecration 
is,  and  implies,  and  to  make  it  our  all-pervad- 
ing purpose;  for  our  earliest  vows  have 
pledged  us,  at  least  to  the  trial,  "  to  follow 
the  example  of  our  Saviour  Christ  and  to  be 
made  like  unto  Him  ;"  and  our  later  profession 
is,  as  we  kneel  while  the  Holy  Oblation  is 
offered,  **and  here  we  offer  and  present  unto 
Thee,  O  Lord,  ourselves,  our  souls  and 
bodies,  to  be  a  reasonable,  holy,  and  living 
sacrifice  unto  thee." 

Does   it    not  sometimes  seem   as   though 
these  words,  or  those  of  like   import,  used  in 
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the  highest  worship  of  other  reHgious  bodies, 
were  only  words — words  without  meaning, 
as  used  to  express  the  ordinary  tenor  of  our 
daily  course  ?  That  their  earnest,  hearty, 
truthful  use  could  at  least  be  only  occasional? 
They  were  not  so  conceived.  They  were  not 
so  designed.  Their  purpose  was  to  convey 
the  honest,  and  constant,  and  accomplished 
intention  of  every  Christian  heart.  And  we 
can,  by  God's  help,  live  up  to  them  if  we 
choose,  in  far  greater  measure  than  we  do. 

For  our  encouragement  we  have  the  ex- 
hibition of  many  a  sacrificial  life  in  the  past, 
and  of  some  in  the  present,  of  both  sexes, 
of  every  age,  of  every  condition.  Cler- 
gy and  laity  alike,  ''holy  and  patient  souls," 
living  a  life  of  plodding  drudgery  in  the 
estimation  of  the  world ;  doing  God's  will 
and  God's  work  in  the  eye  of  the  great 
Searcher  of  hearts.  Men  who  would  have 
made  their  mark  in  the  walks  of  statesman- 
ship, or  science,  or  commerce,  devoting  them- 
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selves  to  some  humble  ministry  at  home,  or 
to  some  missionary  field  abroad ;  the  skilled 
physician  devoting  a  large  proportion  of  his 
time  and  strength  to  unrequited  service  for 
God's  poor ;  women  who  would  grace  a  court, 
becoming  *'  sisters,"  and  taking  their  lowly 
place  as  nurses  in  hospitals,  and  doing  there 
the  most  menial,  and  sometimes  what  must  be, 
to  a  sensitive  nature,  the  most  loathsome 
work,  or,  in  some  infected  district,  adminis- 
tering help  and  comfort  to  a  plague-stricken 
population. 

These,  and  the  ten  thousand  less  observed 
ministrations  in  more  private  life,  known  and 
appreciated  only  by  the  small  circle  of  im- 
mediate friends,  wrought  by  "hidden  saints," 
all  go  to  show  that  the  love  of  Christ  is  still 
constraining  some  souls  to  a  most  complete 
and  absolute  self-consecration. 

**  The  love  of  Christ  constraineth  us." 
There  and  there  alone  is  the  grand  motive. 
The  love  of  Christ,  first  kindled  in  our  hearts 
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by  the  view  of  his  own  all-pitying  love,  and 
then  burning  on  and  on  with  ever  brighten- 
ing flame  until  it  has  consumed  our  native 
selfishness  and  our  best  beloved  idols.  Such 
love  of  Christ  must  manifest  itself,  not  obtru- 
sively, not  so  as  to  win  for  itself  the  popular 
acclamation,  but  meekly,  quietly,  gently,  in 
the  very  spirit  of  the  life  of  Christ.  ''  So 
shall  men   see  that  ye  are  my  disciples." 

Of  the  manifold  varieties  of  its  manifesta- 
tion, permit  me  to  mention  these  three  only, 
as  specially  applicable  to  my  present  inten- 
tion. The  patient  endurance,  with  uncom- 
plaining submission,  of  pain  and  sickness, 
and  much  weariness,  as  coming  from  a  loving 
Father's  hand :  the  constant  communion 
with  God  in  the  retreat  of  the  closet  and  in 
the  public  sanctuary:  and  the  most  watchful 
care  for  others'  feelings,  and  deepest  thought- 
fulness  for  others'  good. 

Each  of  these  graces  shines  with  its  own 
peculiar  lustre ;  but  when  found  in  c^mbina- 
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tion,  they  evidence  a  Christian   character  as 
lovely  as  it  is  uncommon. 

I  spoke  just  now  of  holy  and  patient  souls: 
you  must  all  have  thought  of  her  to  whose 
dear  memory  we  make  this  humble  tribute 
to-day.  Emily  Hunter  was  among  the 
first  to  sympathize  with  and  encourage  the 
beautiful  charity  which  has  its  home  in  this 
Hospital.  Here  were  concentrated  many  of 
the  thoughts  and  purposes  of  her  last  few 
years.  Here,  therefore,  it  is  eminently  fitting 
that  this  memorial  of  her  should  be  made,  in 
the  presence  of  her  associates  of  the  "  Ladies 
Aid,"  and  of  the  ''Sisters,"  whom  she  could 
not  have  loved  and  honored  more  had  she 
herself  been  one  of  their  number.  I  have  in 
mind  how  utterly  foreign  to  her  nature  would 
be  any  mention  of  her  worth  or  services,  and 
I  ask  pardon  of  that  sweet  soul  now  in 
Paradise,  if  I  should  seem  to  say  aught  that 
is  fulsome  or  flattering.  I  know,  too,  that  there 
is  but  One  that  is  wholly  good,  that  is  God. 
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All  that  I  shall  claim,  however,  for  our 
departed  friend,  is  a  degree  of  human  good- 
ness, and  that  itself  derived  from  God.  I 
know  that  there  is  One  Great  Exemplar, 
containing  in  himself  the  sum  of  all  human 
excellence.  But  He  was  perfectly  sinless, 
and  without  the  faintest  bias  toward  evil. 
But  we  are  sinful,  and  we  feel  and  say- 
almost  instinctively  of  that  Example,  even 
while  we  try  to  copy  it,  ''  It  is  too  high  :  I 
cannot  attain  unto  it."  I  know  we  are  bid- 
den to  follow  the  elder  Saints,  as  they  followed 
Christ.  But  their  work  seems  so  different  from 
ours,  so  much  larger,  and  the  halo  of  by- 
gone years  seems  to  add  to  their  vastness, 
just  as  the  morning  mist  seems  to  add  great- 
ness to  the  ordinary  figure,  that  we  still  feel 
discouraged  ;  and  so  we  are  drawn  naturally 
toward  those  lesser  lights,  those  uncanonized 
saints,  nearer  our  time,  more  like  ourselves, 
whose  work  has  been  done,  whose  strife  has 
been  fought,  whose  victory  has  been  achieved, 


without  ostentation,  with  no  feeblest  desire  of 
attracting  anybody's  gaze,  before  our  very 
eyes. 

Of  her  first  years  nothing  more  need  be 
said,  than  that  she  was  early  baptized  and 
confirmed  in  the  Church  of  Christ,  and  early 
admitted  to  her  first  Communion,  and  later 
on,  with  advancing  maturity,  her  religion, 
always  sincere  and  earnest,  became  more 
and  more  a  fact,  rather  than  a  theory,  a  life, 
rather  than  a  beautiful  ideal. 

The  story  of  her  latter  years,  nearly  ever 
since  I  knew  her,  would  be  that  of  an  ever 
growing  physical  debility  and  prostration, 
often  of  acute  suffering,  almost  always  of 
that  utter  weariness  which  is,  if  anything, 
harder  to  be  borne  than  severe  pain.  The 
disease  which  thus  consumed  her,  was,  as  we 
are  told  by  the  highest  medical  science, 
incurable  from  its  very  inception.  The  bur- 
den which  she  bore  was  one  that  naturally 
would  produce  irritability,   fretfulness,    pee- 
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vishness  ;  and  yet  with  it  all,  and  with  the 
prospect  of  premature  departure  ever  before 
her,  she  was  wondrously  bright  and  cheerful. 
She  had  many  an  occasion,  while  connected 
with  the  Benevolent  Society  of  our  parisli,  to 
speak  with  me  of  the  sufferings  of  others  ;  of 
her  own  she  never  said  one  single  word. 

I  do  not  say  that  she  was  absolutely  free 
from  all  murmuring  and  complaining,  all 
repining  and  grieving.  I  do  not  believe  it. 
I  do  not  believe  it  possible  for  our  frail 
humanity  to  suffer  for  any  length  of  time 
without  yielding  in  some  degree  to  a  bitter- 
ness of  spirit.  I  do  believe  she  yielded  very 
little,  and  very  infrequently.  If  forced  to 
cry  out,  at  times,  with  her  Saviour,  ''  Let 
this  cup  pass  from  me,"  she  had  also  learned, 
at  the  last,  I  think,  with  the  Saviour  to  say, 
"  Not  my  will,  but  Thine  be  done  ;"  and  so 
through  the  weary  nights,  and  days,  and 
years,  she  waited  with  almost  superhuman 
fortitude  and  patience  till  her  change   should 


come.  May  I  not  say  quite  superhuman  ;  for 
while  she  was  ever  conscious  of  the  chasten- 
ing hand  of  God,  she  also  felt  that  she  was 
sustained  by  His  Divine  power,  and  that 
underneath  her  always  were  the  Everlasting 
Arms. 

In  a  ministry  of  now  some  thirty  years,  I 
certainly  have  never  seen  what  has  seemed 
to  me  a  braver  spirit  under  trial,  a  calmer 
and  more  serene  resignation  to  the  Divine 
Will.  To  me  it  has  been  as  a  new  Revela- 
tion of  the  Divine  Goodness  ;  and  therefore  I 
would  not  hesitate  to  say  to  any  one  in 
similar  distress,  "  See  what  the  grace  of  God 
has  done  for  her,  see  what  it  will  do  also  for 
you."  Hers  would  be  the  example,  in  all 
my  experience,  I  should  point  to  of  content- 
ment under  the  infliction  of  suffering.  Her 
family,  I  doubt  not,  and  those  who  knew  her 
best,  beyond  the  immediate  family  circle, 
would  bear  me  out  in  every  word  I  have 
uttered, 


The  next  point  I  have  to  make  I  approach 
under  a  sense  of  diffidence  and  difficulty.  It 
is  so  hard  to  say  anything  of  another's 
habitual  communion  with  God.  It  is  so 
much  the  hidden  man  of  the  heart,  so  much 
the  secret  between  the  individual  soul  and  its 
Creator,  so  much  a  matter  of  privacy  beyond 
all  human  ken  outside  the  communing  soul 
itself,  that  one  hesitates  to  open  the  theme 
at  all.  Yet  if  from  the  words,  and  works, 
and  looks  of  some  we  read  of  in  Holy  Writ, 
men  ''  took  knowledge  of  them  that  they  had 
been  with  Jesus  ;"  if,  from  his  intimate  com- 
munion wilh  God,  the  face  of  the  holy 
martyr  Stephen  "shone  so  that  all  that  sat  in 
the  council,  looking  steadfastly  on  him,  saw 
his  face  as  it  had  been  the  face  of  an  angel," — 
then,  when  we  behold  the  fruits  of  the 
Spirit,  and  especially  such  as  spring  from 
earnest  prayer  and  devout  meditation;  *iove, 
joy,  peace,  long-suffering,  gentleness,  good- 
ness, faith,  meekness,  temperance,"  beaming 
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from  the  eye,  lighting  up  the  countenance, 
controlHng  the  tongue,  influencing  the  Hfe  in 
its  prevaiHng  tone  and  tenor,  dominating 
both  words  and  works,  we  must  say  of  such 
a  soul,  it  too  "  has  been  with  Jesus.". 

We  recognize  it  more  surely  than  though 
we  saw  the  very  attitude  of  devotion,  the 
kneeling  form,  the  uplifted  gaze,  or  heard 
the  voice  of  supplication  stealing  softly  on 
the  ear  from  the  private  oratory. 

Her  piety  was  always  of  a  singularly 
modest  and  retiring  character  ;  that  ornament 
of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit,  which  an  Apostle 
tell  us,  is  in  the  sight  of  God  of  great  price. 
Reticent  as  she  was  about  her  sufferings,  she 
was  still  more  so  about  her  religious  emo- 
tions; and  we  are  left  to  gather  what  they 
must  have  been,  not  from  any  studied  or 
intentional  expression,  but  only  from  the 
pure  and  beautiful  effects  produced. 

But  oh  !  how  she  loved  the  public  worship 
of  God  !     Seldom  absent  from   her  place  in 
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her  own  parish  church,  and  then  only  under 
the  restraint  of  necessity,  she  seemed  to  find 
in  the  means  of  grace,  and  more  especially 
in  the  Holy  Communion,  as  all  will  find  who 
approach  them  with  unfeigned  humility  and 
with  earnest  desire  for  benefit,  her  chiefest 
earthly  help  and  solace.  We  shall  sadly 
miss  her  presence  with  us.  We  shall 
miss  the  low  tones  of  that  plaintive  voice, 
subdued  in  Confession  and  Litany,  or  gently 
raised  in  adoration.  We  shall  miss  that 
atmosphere  of  awe  and  reverence  which 
breathed  like  an  inspiration  on  those  who 
knelt  around  her. 

I  shall  not  soon  forget  how  she  appeared 
to  me  on  Whitsunday,  the  last  time  she  was 
in  church.  My  eye  was  almost  irresistibly 
drawn  toward  her,  as  she  sat  in  her  place, 
and  as  she  approached  the  altar.  An  almost 
unearthly  pallor  had  spread  itself  over  her 
forehead,  as  if  the  seal  of  death,  were  already 
impressing    itself  there.       Byt  all  else   wa3 
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radiant  happiness,  as  from  the  indwelHng  of 
the  Divine  Spirit.  It  seemed  then  probable 
that  she  might  be  the  first  of  us  all  to  meet 
the  unveiled  presence  of  her  Lord.  It  seemed 
then  too,  still  more  probable  that  she 
was  the  fittest  of  us  all  for  that  meeting. 

In  the  midst  of  our  sorrow  at  her  loss,  we 
can  hardly  fail  to  thank  God  for  the  beautiful 
type  of  piety  she  presented,  and  that  He  left 
her  with  us  so  long. 

The  only  other  characteristic  I  was  to  men- 
tion, was  her  watchful  care  for  others'  feel- 
ings and  constant  thoughtfulness  for  others' 
good,  both  coupled  with  that  hopeful  spirit 
which  could  find  something  good  in  every- 
thing and  in  everybody.  She  was  indeed 
baptized  with  the  spirit  of  that  charity  which 
**thinketh  no  evil;  seeketh  not  her  own ;  bear- 
ing all  things,  believing  all  things,  hoping  all 
things,  enduring  all  things."  She  could  always 
find  some  amiability  where  others  could  see 
nothing  but  what  was  unlovely. 
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Where  you  and  I  very  likely  would  have 
passed  one  by  in  silent  contempt,  she  would 
have  stopped,  and  by  some  gentle  word  or 
act,  would  have  drawn  out  a  latent  good, 
even  from  the  hardened  soul.  None  to  her 
were  utterly  bad,  none  past  the  hope  of  sav- 
ing. As  one  says  of  her  most  truthfully, 
''  she  had  a  good  word  for  everybody."  And 
so  it  was  with  the  events  of  life,  especially 
those  which  cause  gloom  and  depression. 
She  sat  in  sunshine,  while  others  rested  in 
shadows.  She  ever  looked  on  the  bright 
side.  In  that  recent  mighty  sorrow,  which 
came  like  a  thunderbolt  upon  her  and  her 
stricken  family,  with  all  her  bodily  weakness, 
hers  was  the  bravest  spirit,  hers  the  cheerful 
courage  to  which  all  looked  for  comfort  and 
support. 

And  how  helpful  she  always  was  to  every 
good  word  and  work.  I  have  had  experience 
of  it  in  the  Sunday-school,  and  in  the  various 
benevolent  interests  of  St.  James'  Parish.    She 


23 

looked  upon  it  all  as  work  for  the  Master, 
into  which  she  was  permitted  to  enter;  and 
she  did  enter  into  it  with  her  whole  soul,  and 
with  zeal  and  earnestness  always  up  to  the 
full  measure  of  her  strength,  often  beyond 
that  measure.  I  have  known  her  to  be  hard 
at  work,  when  others  would  have  thought 
only  of  rest. 

Many  a  poor  woman  will  remember  the 
kind  and  gentle  way  in  which  she  acted  to- 
ward them  as  the  almoner  of  our  Benevolent 
Society  ;  and  I  can  point  to-day  to  several 
of  her  former  pupils,  now  in  matured  life,  who 
are  still  reaping  the  benefit  of  her  faithful  in- 
structions, and  who  seem  themselves  to  bear 
the  stamp  of  her  own  Godly  character.  What 
she  was  to  us  in  our  Parish,  tlie  same  she 
must  have  been  to  you  in  her  connection 
with  your  charitable  work  in  this  institution  ; 
those  excellencies  which  must  have  excited 
your  respect,  your  admiration,  and  your  love 
in  her  life-time,  now  that  she  is  gone,  will  be 
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cherished  in  your  memories,  and  become 
there  a  fresh  motive  for  your  devoted- 
ness. 

The  place  that  has  known  her  here  shall 
now  know  her  no  more  forever.  A  part 
of  the  last  day  but  one  of  her  life,  Whit- 
sun- Monday,  was  passed  here  with  you. 
After  her  return  home  she  faded  away  in  a 
few  hours,  and  at  one  o'clock  on  the  Wednes- 
day morning,  she  fell  asleep.  Among  the 
last  words  which  fell  almost  inaudibly  from 
her  dying  lips,  were  caught,  ''the  light  of 
His  countenance."  Can  we  doubt  that  a 
beam  from  the  throne  on  high^  illumined  the 
pathway  of  the  "  valley  of  the  shadow,"  and 
that 

"  She  sleeps  in  death,  to  rest  in  God." 

"  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord, 
even  so  saith  the  Spirit ;  for  they  rest  from 
their  labors,  and  their  works  do  follow  themy 


